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The Last Hurrah of the Opium-Eaters 


Author's Notes: 
This deals with some very sensitive subjects. Please proceed with care, first and foremost, for yourself. 


But the stars that marked our starting fall away. We must go deeper into greater pain, for it is not permitted 
that we stay. -- Dante's Divine Comedy 


-- April 5, 1994 -- 


Kurt's mouth tasted like cigarettes and root beer. He swiped his tongue across his teeth. The taste was gross, 
and yet he felt no repulsion. That in itself disturbed him. The darkness around him was engulfing; his senses 
reduced to a pinhole through which light could barely reach him. 


His arms felt empty. He wanted to fill them with the girl he loved.. but it seemed like he hurt her with every 
touch. Kurt, in the sacred inner places in his heart, wanted nothing more than to see her rise above, to see 


her thrive. But all | do is bring her low. 


He thought about Dave and Pat and Krist. He thought about Kathleen, and other friends. The real ones and the 


phonies. The good people he'd missed out on because of this demon in his life, the black tar in his spoon. 


His stomach didn't hurt. Kurt found that surprising, he was always hurting. He picked up the cigar box and 
studied it. How had it come to this? 


For some reason he couldn't articulate, he laid the cigar box aside. Standing, Kurt walked out the door, walked 


out to his yard. 
-- September 21, 198b -- 
He wasn't in his yard. 


Kurt spun on his heels, disoriented. The cold lashed at him. The hairs on his arm stood up, and his breath 


painted the air in front of him. Where the fuck am P 


He was walking down a highway. The moonlight reflected off the snow on the sides of the road, lighting up the 
night. The bare branches of the trees scratched at the sky like skeletal fingers. 


A man was running down the highway towards him. 
"Hey man," the stranger called out as he came near. "Hey man, have you seen any black ice?" 


The stranger wasn't dressed for the cold. He was wearing shorts and a sleeveless shirt, his hair tangled as 
though he'd just woken from sleep. The Misfits logo was tattooed on his arm. 


"Black ice? What --" Kurt fumbled over his words. "I don't even know where we are. | just walked out of my 


house and found myself on this highway. Are we dreaming? Where are we?" 

The stranger looked at him curiously. "We're in Sweden, man" 

"That's not possible. That's not possible" 

"Look, | need to find this black ice," the stranger went on. The wind whipped his long hair around; in the 
darkness, Kurt couldn't make out the color. "I gotta get back to the bus and make it to the next gig. And | can't 
do that until | find this ice. | gotta see it" 


"The bus--" Kurt flinched. Why did this ring a bell? What was he missing? "You're in a band?" 


"Hell yes, I'm in a band" The stranger blew out an irritated sigh. "I'm in Metallica! We're on tour in Sweden. And 


| told you, | gotta find this black ice and get back to the bus--" 


Ice water ran through Kurt's veins. Suddenly, he knew exactly who he was talking to. "You're not gonna make it 


to that gig, Cliff. Its Cliff, isn't it?" 
The stranger balled up his hands into fists. "What do you mean?" 


Sweden, Metallica. He was talking to a ghost. "You died,” Kurt whispered. "The bus crashed and you died. Years 


ago. 


Cliff grabbed him by the shoulders. "That's not true," he said. "That's -- crazy talk. l'm not fucking dead. I'm 
only twenty-four years old" He shook Kurt a little. 


"This isn't happening,” Kurt said, more to himself than to Cliff. "You're a dead man. l'm talking to a dead man" 


"Stop saying that!" Tears rolled down Cliffs face, dropping from his chin. "Stop it! Its not true!" He shoved Kurt 


away from him. "I'm going back to the bus." He turned and ran back the way he came. 


Kurt watched as Cliff Burton faded into the darkness. His hands trembled, and he fell to his knees, dry-heaving, 


Nothing would come up -- Kurt's eyes watered -- he was seeing ghosts-- 


A friendly hand patted him on the back. "He's not ready to accept the truth, kid," said someone from behind 
him. Kurt's eyes shot open to see that he was now crouching over a toilet in a sterile, white room. A hospital 


room. 


Kurt fell onto his ass and pedaled desperately away from the toilet. Whoever was standing behind him cursed 
and said, "Hey, WATCH IT, will ya? Ya nearly knocked me over." 


-- January 14, 1992 -- 


The speaker was a man, older than Kurt, perhaps about forty. Handsome in an understated way, with a thick 
New York accent. He lit a cigarette and took a drag. "Ah, that's betta." He eyed Kurt up and down and said, 
"Kid, ya look like ya been through hell” 


Kurt nodded. "Pretty much." 
"Well, keep goin’, the end's in sight.” The man held out his hand to shake. "Jerry Nolan" 


"Kurt Cobain" Kurt accepted his hand and some help getting to his feet. How he'd made it from that 
godforsaken highway in Sweden to a hospital room was beyond him. Nearby was a white-sheeted bed, monitors 
and an lV drip all set up. The stench of antiseptic stung Kurt's nose. He'd hoped to never see the inside of one 


of these again. 


"That Cliff guy, he ain't ready to accept the truth," said Jerry. He pronounced ‘truth more like ‘troof. "I tells 
him, ya been dead for years It's time to move on. Okay? But he ain't ready for it. Its hard on the ones that 
died in their sleep, they all think they're gonna wake up one day. Denial, kid, it's a powerful thing." He jabbed his 


chin in Kurt's direction. "| see you dance with the devil on the reg'lar" 
Kurt tugged at his sleeves, trying to hide his tracks. 


"Hey, | know all about that. Been a dance partner of mine for a decade or more now." Jerry's cigarette bobbed 


up and down with every word. "But it aint what did me in, in the end. Ain't that somethin'?" 


"You're a ghost, too, aren't you?" asked Kurt. He looked out the window of the hospital room to see snowflakes 


falling. Wintertime. Where and when was he? 

"I didn't look like this when | died," Jerry said, so casual that he might as well have been discussing the 
weather. "Dat's the best part about the other side: we get to be ourselves, not the broken husks we were at 
the end" He kicked at the hospital bed. "I'm not trapped in this damn thing any more." 


Kurt pointed a finger at him. "I recognize you. You were in the New York Dolls." 


Jerry cocked his hand like a gun and mocked firing it at him. "Took ya long enough! Yeah, well, | didn't look like 


this on the cover of our album, either." 


"You guys were amazing," Kurt said, hardly believing what was happening to him. "So influential and 


underappreciated." 


"The public never liked us, but since when has John Q. Public's opinion mattered for shit?" Jerry gave him a 


roguish smile. 
"What happened to you? Did you overdose?" 


"I told ya, the brown didn't do me in. Just made me want to die." Jerry jabbed out his burnt-up cigarette. "| 
hadda lotta good in my life. Lotta bad, too. You got a kid?" 


"Yes," said Kurt softly. "A daughter." 


| got a son," Jerry told him. "I let him down every day of his life. Ain't nothin’ can give me that time back." He 


pointed at the clock on the wall. "I'm just waitin’ to move on from here." 


"You seem to have accepted your death," said Kurt, thinking about poor Cliff endlessly wandering that dark 
highway. "Why are you still here, then?" 


Jerry walked across the room and cracked open the door. Kurt followed him to peer over his shoulder. The 


door opened up to a wrecked hotel room. A man lay curled on the floor. 


"Because he ain't ready to move on," Jerry said, his voice cracking with emotion. "And if he ain't ready, | ain't 


ready. We spent our whole lives together. | ain't goin’ on without Johnny." 


"What if he's never ready?" Kurt asked him. 


"Never's a long goddamned time, kid," Jerry told him. He pointed at the other door. "| think you should show 


yourself out" 
Kurt did just that, stepping into the unknown. 
-- January 8, 194 -- 


Another winter's night. He was standing in a dimly lit apartment that, in another life, might have been beautiful. 
The stink of alcohol burned Kurt's nostrils. A smashed bottle of liquor lay on the floor, broken glass scattered 
perilously about. A lone, flickering, candle sat on the coffee table, wax dripping down and hardening onto the 


surface. 


Another man sat on the couch. He sat almost folded over, twisting a strand of his long, blond hair around his 
finger. "| never meant to hurt anyone," he said softly. He was British, Kurt realized. 


"Me, either," said Kurt. He knelt beside the man, wondering who he was. Their eyes met. This man had the 
saddest eyes Kurt thought he'd ever seen Kurt ached just to look into them. 


"I've been given every chance | could ever hope for," admitted the man. "| know everyone thinks | squandered it 


all. Its not that | want to die. It's just that | can't go on living." 


Tears flooded Kurt's eyes. Wordlessly, he reached out and took the man's hand. He had calloused hands, the 
hands of a guitarist. 


‘I'm afraid I'm being terribly presumptuous, dumping this all on you. We've not even been introduced. I'm Steve." 
"My name's Kurt" 

"You're American? | was in love with an American girl. Still am. She loves me so. If love could save me, hers 
surely would” Steve seemed to contemplate the room around them. "Oh! It's not too late, is it? Could | change 
my mind?" 

Kurt, numbly, shook his head. "I don't think so, Steve. | think what's done is done." 

Steve regarded him solemnly. "Have you ever been in love?" 

"Yes," said Kurt without hesitation She's the most incredible woman in the world She's so good to me. She's so 
bad for me. | want to start a cult dedicated to her. | want to carve her name on every one of my internal 


organs. | want to go to sleep and never wake up. He didn't say any of this aloud, but somehow, he got the 
impression that Steve understood all of it. 


"The music was worth all of it," said Steve. "The touring, the record companies, the long nights away from my 
girlfriend. | would hear music in my visions. It would surround me, possess me. A world of pure music." He 
looked down at his feet. "lve never really told anyone about my visions. My voices. I'm not sure why l'm telling 


you now.” 


Its nothing to be ashamed of," Kurt assured him. "lm not judging. It sounds beautiful, actually. Like dreaming 


forever." 

Would death be an endless dream? Like the longest, most restful sleep? What was death, anyway, but the loss 
of a point of view. Kurt thought about the people he'd lost to death. His uncles. The man he'd found hanged 
from a tree. The kids from school who'd suicided to escape the dull monotony of Aberdeen. He remembered 
the sharp pain of the loss of their uniqueness. There will never be anyone who will tell a joke the same way. 
The burden of memories that once were shared, but which now have to be borne by one person alone. 

"Kurt, why do you think you're here with me, tonight?" asked Steve. 

Kurt thought this over. "To help you move on to the other side?" he guessed. 

Steve shook his head slowly. "It's better to burn out--" 

"--than fade away," finished Kurt. That solitary candle blew out. Extinguished. 


Gasping, he looked around them. They were no longer in Steve's sad apartment. They were back in his house. 


His cigar box was sitting right where he'd left. His jacket, neatly folded and set aside. And there was his-- 
"Its not too late to change my mind, is it?" asked Kurt as he turned away from the sight of the shotgun. 
"l'm afraid it is," Steve said, drawing him close into an embrace. 

Kurt wept into his shirt. "My baby girl--" 

Steve tightened his arms about him. 

"They'll blame themselves -- oh why, why -- why did | -- /just needed the pain to stop" 


They stood there for an eternity. Kurt shook, and raged, and wept. They leaned one against the other, each 
held upright by the other. 


"Should we stay and watch over them?" Steve asked him. 


"They don't deserve to be haunted by us," said Kurt at last, drying his eyes. "We've done enough. It's time to 


move on." 


Steve guided him into the light. "What happens from here?" 
Kurt took his hand and squeezed it reassuringly. "I don't know. I'm new here myself." 


THE END 


